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Communication Breakdown 

1/2] 

"Get the fuck out of my room right now!" 

"Come on, Axl! You know you want some!" Duff giggled, waving a piece of pie on a plate in front of Axl's face. 
"Get that shit away from me. | mean it, Duff!" Axl said, voice louder than before. 

"Its just fucking apple pie," Duff snorted, standing still. 


"Are you fucking deaf?!" 


"Maybe... Duff smirked. 


"GET AWAY FROM ME!" Axl screeched, finally hitting his breaking point. He hopped up from the spot on his bed 
where he had been reading some random book and marched right up to Duff. Axl took the plate right out of 
his hands. "Ill give you ten fucking seconds, Duff," he growled. Duffs soft eyes went wide and he made a run 
for the open door. The piece of pie came flying after him, and hit the wall on the other side of the hallway, 
quickly followed by the plate. It shattered loudly when it hit the wall, sending white and green shards all over 
the place. "LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE!" Axl's piercing scream resonated throughout the apartment before 


the walls shook with the force of Axl's slammed bedroom door. 


"You know just how to set him off, don't you?" Slash asked, not bothering to tear his eyes away from the 
television. Duff sighed and plopped down between him and Steven. 


"What the fuck is that smile, for Steven?" Duff asked, sounding confused. 
"Dunno." Steven shrugged, unable to wipe the huge fucking grin from his face. 
"God," Duff sighed and rolled his lined eyes dramatically. "Axl's been a really asshole lately." 


"You're not fucking kidding," Slash mumbled. He took a sip of his drink. "And not that he's not always an asshole; 


it just seems a lot worse lately. Listen You can still hear him." 


Bang. “Fucking piece of shit. Who the fuck does he think he is?! Pie? PIE?!" Bang. "Fuck!" Bang. Bang. Crash. 


"Fucking cock-sucking whore." Smash. Scream. Heavy breathing. "Shit!" 
Steven shot Duff a sympathetic look 


"Don't look at me like I'm stupid, Steven" This time, Slash looked up. Steven giggled. Duff threw up his hands. 
"Honestly, sometimes! Shit. You act like l'm so damn stupid because | look so young. God." 


"I hope Axl calms down before he starts ripping up clothing again." Slash stated absently, going back to his TV 


show. 


a * 


"Who stole my cigarettes?!" Axl barked from the kitchen table the next morning. He had seemed to pass out 
sometime around 12:00 the night before. 


"Here he goes again," Duff mumbled around his toothbrush. All the way in the bathroom by his own room, he 


could hear Axl. 


"That's what you call ‘Male PMS', man," Izzy put in. He was combing out his hair. 


"Yeah, but PMS comes and goes..right? Axl's mood only darkens." 
"| guess." 


'| said; who the fuck stole my smokes?! Dammit! Listen to me!" Axl screamed from the kitchen Duff cringed 
when he heard the sloppy splat of liquid on a hard surface and the breaking of a dish. 


"At this rate, we're not going to have any plates left, dude." 
Duff nodded his agreement. 


The sound of stomping feet without shoes nearing the kitchen was heard, followed by Slash's voice, still rough 


from sleep. 

"Herel | took your fucking cigarettes, man!" A smack on the table signified the cigarette box being thrown down 
on the table, and retreating angry steps of Slash came next. Duff and Izzy both knew that Slash hadn't taken 
Axl's cigarettes; Axl had probably just put them down and he couldn't remember where. 


"Fuck youl" Axl screeched, his voice a wretched, high-pitched tone; the kind that makes the stereotypical 


window shake in its pane. 

"Shouldn't he be saying ‘thank you'?" 

Duff just shrugged and spat out his toothpaste. 
* KK KK 


Axl's throat hurt. 


"My throat hurts," Axl said quietly, looking over at Slash. It was after a show and the guitarist had an 
unidentified girl in his lap. She was giggling and kissing his neck flutteringly. 


"| wonder why," Slash mumbled absently, placing a kiss to the girl's neck 
"Are you fucking go to pay any attention to me?!" 

‘Later 

"But Slash!" Axl persisted loudly. 


Fine. You're going to have to leave," Slash said coolly. The anonymous girl crawled out of Slash's lap and cast 


Axl a dirty look before straightening her skirt and walking away. "What the fuck is your problem?" Slash hissed, 


turning to Axl. "You just killed my first chance at sex in two damn weeks!" 

i sora 

"You better be sorry." Slash stood from the couch. "You should be fucking sorry, man! You are such-" 
"A what? Such a what?" Axl's voice was strong. 

"An asshole!" 

"And?" 


"And? And?! Duff offers you a piece of fucking pie his mother made and you fucking throw it at him! He is 
nothing but nice to you and you can't say one kind word to him ever! You lead Izzy around by the balls and 
won't give him any attention at all, even though he earns it. He aches for you, you know that?" Slash was 
seething, but defiance no longer burned in Axl's eyes. "He aches, and when you tell him to "just jack off in the 
bathroom or something," you're not the one who has to listen to him when he goes running to poor Steven 
Fucking Steven cleans up you personal messes, you selfish prick! And you! You complain and bitch about 
everything! Its so annoying and a headache to listen to. You get into trouble and then expect us to drop 
everything we're doing to fucking help you. And you don't even stop to say thank you. | have no idea what the 
fuck your problem is, but you better stop and fix whatever the hell it is before all the people in your life 


fucking abandon you. | swear Axl, | am so close you leaving this band right now, it's not even funny.’ 
Slash turned quickly, exiting the dressing room with a slam of the door. He didn't see Axl break down 


To be fcukin' continued, man... 


